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MORE THAN DAD’S BEST FRIEND 


| was always just her dad’s best friend. 


But when her parent’s are killed by a drunk driver on her 
eighteenth birthday, things change... everything changes. 


And it’s clear to this older man that it’s time to be more 
than just dad’s best friend to this younger woman. 


So much more. 


It’s the first time I’ve ever felt this way about anyone, and 
I’ve only got one shot to be her first, and only. 


l'Il risk everything to make her mine, to claim her 
forever...but is she as obsessed with me as I am with her... 
or will she say we're better off as just friends, destroying my 
hopes of claiming the only woman I’ve ever wanted, forever? 


*More Than Dad’s Best Friend is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Myles 


My narrowed eyes follow her across the field as | feel my 
heart throttling in my chest. 


My hands are by my sides, but my fingers are rubbing each 
other, squeezing tight. | make fists to try and stop the 
obvious motion, but my white-knuckles only press the tips of 
my fingers harder into my palms. 


| feel light headed and it’s not even that warm out. I’ve 
drank an entire two liters of water since practice started, but 
| still have this overwhelming thirst, this need... for her. 


Number ten, Morgan Malone. My best friend’s daughter. 


| should blow the whistle and tell her to quit horsing around 
with her friends, but it’s that youthful exuberance that she 
often displays which is so damn infectious... hitting me right 
in the chest. 


| can’t find the words to yell or the breath to blow the 
whistle. | swallow hard, a gulp, and it’s only then | realize | 
was holding my breath this entire time. 


She makes a move, kicking the soccer ball to the side and 
her body jerks one way and then the other, her breasts 
shaking despite that practice jersey that’s a size too small, 
damp, and shows her pebbled nipples poking out through 
both the jersey and the sports bra underneath. 


| want to turn away, to coach some of the other players, but | 
can’t. I’m fixated on her no matter how much | shouldn’t be 
looking at her like this. 


This is all so new. 


Just three months ago it was the beginning of summer and 
Morgan, her parents, and | were heading out to celebrate her 
acceptance letter to college. 


Then a week later her parents were killed by a drunk driver 
on her eighteenth birthday. 


| was devastated and so was she. We spent hours talking 
about it, asking ourselves, and the universe, why. Why did 
this terrible thing happen to two amazing people? 


But now all I can ask is why have | been having these 
thoughts about her? Why is it that she went from being my 
buddy’s kid to a woman, practically overnight? 


The way she fills out that jersey now blows my mind, and 
causes me to jam my hand in my pants pocket and audibly 
fiddle with my keys so no one will realize what I’m really 
doing...trying to conceal my need for the school’s star 
forward on the soccer team. 


It’s her last year before moving on to college to study 
medicine. She wants to help people...and | want to help 
myself to her. 


But this is wrong, so wrong. This is the girl | watched lose 
her first tooth, get braces, and then get her braces taken 

off. | was there when she got a tricycle for Christmas, then a 
real bike. When her dad propelled her forward with his hand 
on the back of her seat years later when she got her first 


two-wheel bike, | was the one five feet ahead ready to catch 
her if she wobbled. 


But now, I’m the one who’s all wobbly whenever I’m in her 
presence. 


Inever had a thing for her. Never. She was just a kid, so 
shy, small, and innocent. She’s always been that way, which 
is why, all those years ago, her parents started her in 
kindergarten one year later than most other kids. But that’s 
all different now. She was forced to grow up this past 
summer, which makes seeing this innocence in her again so 
damn rewarding. She deserves her childhood. | shake my 
head, reminding myself she’s not a child anymore. 


She’s eighteen. She can vote. She can buy cigarettes, even 
though she never smokes. She can join the military and go 
off to foreign countries. 


But she can’t be mine. It’s just not right. 


When the school asked me to move up from assistant coach 
to head coach after her dad was killed | told them | had to 
think about it. Head coach was my buddy’s role. A part of 
me didn’t want to be with the team anymore. How could | 
step into my best friend’s shoes this way? But when | 
thought about what he’d want, and when his daughter 
asked me, told me it was okay, | had to say yes. 


And now here l am. Another practice and another day I’m 
telling myself no. No, this isn’t right. No, these feelings 
can’t continue. No, | have to keep denying myself what | 
really want. 


It could ruin my reputation and hers...that’s the truth. 


But the real truth is I’m in love with her. There are no if’s, 
and’s, or but’s about it. We should just stay friends, but 
whenever | think about that it just makes me angry. 


We can’t just be friends. We need to be more than that. I’m 
more than her dad’s best friend now, or at least | want to be. 
| want to be her everything, and that’s what I’ve been trying 
to do. 


She needs a ride to school or practice? I’m there ready to 
take her or pick her up. 


She needs help with her homework? There’s no subject | 
won’t spend the night before Googling so I can recall from 
back during my days of high-school and try and help her as 
best | can. But high school was a long time ago for me. | 
graduated twenty-one years ago...three years before she 
was even born. 


Damn, I’m old, but | prefer to think of it as experienced. | 
know what | want and what | want is her. 


| want to protect her, love her, make her mine. 


Hell, she’s already mine...| just need to grow some balls and 
tell her. 


I’ve never had a problem telling anyone how | feel about 
anything. | shoot from the hip and | always tell the truth. 


Why is it so hard to tell her then? 


| watch as she dribbles past a defender, kicking the ball 
perfectly and watching it go into the corner of the net. 


Goal. 


Her teammates give her high fives as they celebrate. 


But this is more than just a goal. This is an in-my-face 
reminder that l'Il never score if | don’t take a shot. It sounds 
cliché, but it’s true. 


And making her mine is my one and only goal in life, and 
I’ve got to take a shot no matter the consequences... 
because being her soccer coach, her dad’s best friend, and 
everything else | was to her wasn’t enough anymore. 


CHAPTER 2 


Morgan 


He’d always been my dad’s best friend, but recently he’d 
become so much more. 


I'd developed a crush on him a couple years ago, but there 
was something about spending the night of my eighteenth 
birthday with him when I knew everything was going to 
change, and become real. 


| had to grow up quick, and it’s still a work in progress, but 
without him by my side I don’t know where I'd be right now. 


As | kick the ball up the sideline it’s like he’s there, running 
along with me, encouraging me, as he always does. 


Even though the other side of the field was wide open, | 
subconsciously ran up the sideline that he was on... my mind 
willing me to be close to him, always. And when the defense 
collapsed around me, and | looked over at him out of the 
corner of my eye, | could see he was dealing with a very 
different kind of defense of his own...or lack thereof. His 
pants were providing little to no resistance for his need, 
which I could see even running at full speed and from ten 
yards away. 


| didn’t want to make eye contact, afraid of what it might do 
to me. It wasn’t that warm out, but my body was wet... at 
least in one place. 


| summoned all the positive encouragement he’s given me 
over the years, the amount only multiplying since my 
birthday, and stormed down the field and scored...for him. 


My teammates mobbed me, congratulating me, but what | 
really wanted was to run and jump in his arms, him kissing 
me hard. 


But that can’t be. | don’t think he sees me like that, despite 
what his tented pants are revealing. Plus, what would 
everyone that sees the two of us together with their own two 
eyes think? Plus, this is just practice, not a game and a real 
reason to celebrate to the extreme. 


Practice...that’s what my life has felt like looking back on it 
now. It’s been practice, waiting for that perfect moment to 
take a shot...at becoming his. 


As my teammates high-five me | look over at Myles, Coach 
Mason to everyone else, and smile. 


His reaction is delayed, but a small smirk tugs at the corner 
of his mouth before he looks away, kicking at the ground. 


Is he fighting this too? Does he want this just as much as | 
do? 


My heart races, but I’m not running anymore. This has 
nothing to do with the long route I just took down the field 
to score. This has everything to do with him. 

If Myles wants me why doesn’t he say it? 


Why don’t | come out and say it? 


What’s holding us back? 


| can’t come up with an answer, especially when the answer 
to, ‘Who’s the perfect man’, is the same man who wants 
me... | think. 


Sometimes | just think he’s being overly protective because 
of everything I’ve gone through recently, plus I think he 
feels like he owes it to my dad. 


But as the days became weeks and weeks became a few 
months, | can feel it’s more than just that. 


| know he’s wrestling with this just as much as l am. | see 
how little he eats in the training room now. | see the way he 
rubs his hand through his hair, those graying patches down 
by his temples are new. Does the agony he feel because he 
can’t, no shouldn't pursue me have anything to do with 
that? 


Either way it’s sexy as hell. He’s so much more 
distinguished, masculine, and perfect than any man in 
town...and certainly the boys my age can’t compare. 


He’s a real man...a man who knows what he wants. And I’m 
starting to feel a lot more confident that my assessment of 
what he wants might be accurate. 


That what he wants is me. 


But if I'm wrong, and | swing for the fences and miss, it could 
ruin everything between us. It could make things weird not 
just for me, but for the whole team this final season... my 
final year of high school. 


I’m old for my class, almost a full year older, but he’s older 
and wiser in an experienced and worldly kind of way. 


| can’t keep doing this to myself. | have to know if that world 
of his is ever going to include me. 


Because a world without him in it, sure seems like not much 
of a world at all...to me. 


CHAPTER 3 


Myles 
Later that day 


| roll my wrist over and look at my watch, noticing the hairs 
on my arms are standing on end. 


It’s almost seven in the evening, the time when Morgan 
usually comes into this coffee shop to study, from what | can 
gather from her Instagram page. 


Almost as if her ear is to the ground, the door jingles and 
then opens and she enters. 


| don’t look up from my book, not that | even know what 
book it is. | just grabbed the first thing | saw when | got here 
five minutes ago and slid into my seat. 


The real reading was last night... her social media page to 
see who she’s hanging out with. | really am being a father 
figure for her. If | ever saw someone | thought looked fishy, 
or didn’t have her best interests in mind, | would let her 
know. Better yet, | wouldn’t bother her. I’d just tell them to 
stay away, or they’d have to deal with me...and who in their 
right mind wants to deal with an insane, feral beast who will 
protect what’s his at any cost? 


Last night also consisted of studying a calculus book well 
past two in the morning. | was a wreck today at work, but | 
know she’s going to have questions sometime soon...and I’m 
going to have answers. 


What I need to do, if | manage to get caught up on my sleep, 
is read some books on investing. | need to be ready when 
it’s time to have a family with her. 


Damn. | grit my teeth at the thought... how perfect it 
sounds. 


She moves through the coffee shop and picks a spot that’s 
not her usual one. My brows knit and | wonder what’s up. 
I’m sure she’s going to have questions about her homework 
and I’m ready to help her, but she doesn't come this way, or 
even look at me. 


| stare at her over the top of my book, my mind racing and 
trying to fill in the blanks. What’s going on? 


A few seconds later the door jingles again and the captain of 
the high school football team walks right in and approaches 
her table...and sits down. 


My eyes lock in on him as I shake my head and mutter more 
than a few profanities. The little shit’s got a reputation a 
mile long, and none of it’s good. The thing is he’s not just 
some little high school kid anymore. He’s six foot four and 
well over two hundred pounds, a quarterback who’s already 
committed to one of the best college programs in the state. 


But he’s got nothing on me. I’m just as tall and just as big, 
and I’ve got years of real work in the weight room, and in 
life, behind these dense muscles. 


| wring my hands, like I’m dry washing them before | press a 
fist against my mouth and puff out my cheeks, my other 
hand rubbing my opposite forearm. 


| roll my shoulders, my clothing is suddenly uncomfortable 
and constricting, and a shirt unnecessary and a liability if | 
was to get in a fight. 


My mouth tastes bitter and my throat burns as | keep my 
eyes locked in on him, watching the way he looks at her just 
a little too friendly. 


| keep an eye on his hands, making sure he keeps them to 
himself, or else | might just have to snap off a few of his 
fingers. 


The kid is not quite eighteen, so despite his size and his 
cocky attitude, | have to be careful if something does go 
down between us. I'd go to jail without a second thought if | 
knew of anyone trying to harm my Morgan, but if I’m in jail 
then there’s no one out here to protect her. That can’t 
happen. 


The bottom of my book hits the table with a thud and a few 
people look, but Morgan and that jock just stay focused on 
their conversation. 


| watch as his butt comes off his seat and he inches his chair 
closer, his arm rubbing against hers. 


I'm so enraged | could blow my top as I sneer in his 
direction. 


My posture stiffens and | hear the table creak, not even 
realizing I’d moved my hands to the sides, squeezing the life 
out of the already dead wood that makes up the furniture. 


My double espresso rattles in its saucer, my forearms 
Shaking like twisted ropes being serpentined on the dock of 
a shipyard. 


| can feel my pulse in the side of my neck as my jaw 
tightens, and when that little shit leans in and brushes her 
beautiful brown hair off her ear so he can lean in and 
whisper something to her, I’ve had enough. 


CHAPTER 4 


Morgan 


| didn’t even want to do this project with Casey, but the 
teacher said we couldn’t change partners. | saw Myles in the 
corner when I walked in and | was immediately 

embarrassed. | wanted to go to him, to sit with him, to study 
by him. 


He’s smart. He knows calculus better than | do, and he 
knows how to make me feel safe, loved, and how to make 
something as dry as math fun so l'Il be laughing in no time. 


But | have to stay focused. The sooner this project is over 
the sooner I don’t have to deal with this juvenile boy. If 
anything he just serves as another reminder as to why guys 
my age don’t do it for me, and why one particular older guy, 
absolutely does. 


“I think we need to take a break,” he says to me. 

| knit my brows wondering what he’s talking about. He just 
got here and he’s sliding closer, too close, and acting weird 
already. 

“The bathroom stalls are big here... if ya catch my drift.” 
“We need to stay focused.” 

“Oh, I’m focused all right,” he continues, not catching my 


hint, as his eyes skate up and down my body as his arm 
presses into mine. 


| feel the need to run home and take a shower, this guy is so 
disgusting, and | know it’s only going to get worse. 


| intentionally sat at a table where Myles wouldn’t be able to 
see us very well, if at all. I’m embarrassed to be here with 
Casey and now l'm even more embarrassed if Myles walks by 
and sees how he’s acting. 


“You know what they say about guys with big hands, right?” 
Casey says, his oversized hand that will make hima 
professional athlete one day engulfing mine as he places it 
on the table directly above mine. 


“They say, when you break a finger the snap is even louder,” 
a deep voice booms out from behind me and Myles’ hand 
comes down over Casey’s, pulling it off mine as he grips his 
hand hard. 


“Oww. Fuck man! Let go of me,” Casey wails as Myles’ grip 
crushes Casey’s as he bends his elbow and drops his 
shoulder trying to move in a way to relieve the pain, but it 
only makes him look like he’s trying to do some sort of 
weird, drugged out dance. 


“You touch my woman and then use bad language in front of 
her.” 


“Let go of me or l'Il call the cops!” Casey yells, and some of 
the other patrons pull out their phones and start recording 
the event. 


“How are you gonna type on your little pink, glittery phone 
when | break your fingers?” 


“You wouldn’t. lIl sue you for millions. I’m gonna be pro 
and if you don’t let go you’re gonna pay.” He pauses before 
continuing. “And my phone’s not pink and gl—” 


Myles shoots his arm forward, jamming Casey’s elbow into 
his body as he guides him backward right to the door. 


He opens the door with his other hand and pushes him out 
onto the sidewalk. 


| can see Casey shaking his hand, trying to remove the 
pressure when suddenly he puts the knuckles of his first two 
fingers in his mouth and sucks them... kind of like a child. 


Half of the coffee shop laughs and the other half claps. 


“Thanks, Mr. Mason. | always hated that jerk,” one boy my 
age says. “He wouldn’t leave my sister alone.” 


Myles marches right back over to my table, a look of worry in 
his eyes. “You okay, princess?” 


| nod. 


He grabs Casey’s books, pivots on his heal and calmly glides 
right back over to the door and outside. 


Casey scrambles on the sidewalk, but he’s not fast enough. 
Myles shoves his books into his chest. “Don’t you ever cause 
trouble with anyone in this town again or we’re going to 
war...and only one of us is coming out alive. You understand 
me?” 


Casey nods and takes off running in the other direction. 


Myles needs to be careful. This is a new generation that 
apparently he’s not used to. Parents don’t discipline like 
they used to and a threat like that could bring Myles a lot of 
trouble. 


But who am I to complain or try and correct him? 


Myles did what was right, even if he did take it a bit too far. 
And even though he’s not helping me with my homework at 
the moment, or listening to me as | talk about how painful 
these last few months have been, he’s helping me in 
another way. He’s showing me just how much it turns me on 
when a real man stands up for me in front of everyone, 
regardless of the consequences. 


Guys like that are hard to find these days, and the problem 
lies right there in the word ‘guys.’ Guys are the ones that sit 
at home competing in video game competitions online and 
looking at Internet porn. 


Men are something different. Men protect their women and 
do what’s right, without being told and whether or not 
anyone’s looking. It’s not what they do, it’s who they are. 


And right now I’m beyond wet, and | want Myles to do 
something to me that no one else ever has...and | want him 
to do it to me over and over and over again. 


“Let’s go study somewhere else,” Myles says as he returns. 
| nod. 

He carefully places my books in my backpack and grabs it 
by the canvas fabric as if it’s nothing. There are multiple 


hardcover textbooks in there and they’re not exactly light.. 
at least not to me. 


But to Miles they’re like nothing... and he makes me feel like 
everything. 


Holding the door open for me as we leave the shop, | 
accidentally brush past him feeling the heat from his skin 
and it sends a shot of electricity straight through me. 


His long strides allow him to arrive at his Jeep before me, 
opening yet another door and helping me up and into the 
passenger seat. 


The top’s open and | can see a big bag of soccer balls in the 
back. 


“Did you come here right after practice?” | ask. 
“| did.” 


Suddenly there’s a crack in the sky and | feel big drops of 
rain. 


“Mind if we run to my place real quick?” he asks. “I didn’t 
bring the tarp with me. It wasn’t supposed to rain today.” 


“Sure,” | say, and he carefully backs up and we take off. 


| look in my rearview, seeing a few students’ faces pressed 
against the glass of the coffee shop, watching us as we 
leave. 


Everyone knows Myles and my dad were best friends, but 
still...this just feels different. | know people are going to be 
talking at school tomorrow. 


The only question is, will their rumors and accusations about 
something going on between the two of us be true? 


I’m about to find out. 


CHAPTER 5 


Myles 


A crackle of thunder shoots through the air, followed by 
lightning creasing the sky just before we pulled into my 
garage. 


And then the heavy garage door, my personal version of the 
vaults of Ft. Knox, closes behind us. 


You could hear a pin drop, or in this case my heart beating in 
my ears. 


She’d been so quiet the whole drive and | was starting to 
wonder if I scared her. It’s just that... if only she knew the 
truth about how | feel about her, she’d understand why | act 
the way | do sometimes. Hell, | had a death grip on the 
steering wheel the whole drive back...and it was longer than 
expected. 


No way was I going to drive straight down Main Street where 
the whole town could see us. It wasn’t because | didn’t want 
the world to see her right there in my passenger seat... 
mine... but because her shirt was quickly soaked and no way 
was | letting anyone get so much as a glimpse of those rock 
hard nipples cutting through the wet fabric of her top. 


The rain was cold and unrelenting...the coldness like my life 
before my need for her, and unrelenting just like my need 
for her ever since she turned eighteen. 


“This is my place,” | said, wondering why in the hell my 
voice sounds like it does right now. 


| drum my fingers along the steering wheel, but don’t get 
out of the seat. | don’t move. And | sure as hell don’t look 
over at her, knowing how damn perfect she looks right 
now... Knowing that that sweaty soccer uniform was nothing 
compared to this drenched white top that she’s in now...and 
how much “trouble” I’d be in if | took one look. 


Or more importantly how much trouble she’d be in. I’d go 
completely savage, ravishing her and unable to stop myself. 
| know this. 


“| know it’s your place, and... maybe it’s not my place to tell 
you this, to burden you with this, but...” 


Complete silence. 


Slowly my head turns and | make sure to keep my gaze only 
on her eyes, but | see pain, as her eyes narrow. 


“What happened, beautiful? Just tell me and l'Il make it 
right.” 


Nothing. 


“Tell me!” | say, not realizing how loud my voice is, and 
surprised by how my anger gets the best of me. But when it 
comes to her...the thought of her being in trouble, in pain, or 
suffering in any way, | just want to rip that problem off the 
face of the map and toss it straight to the depths of hell, 
because anything that bothers her belongs in a fiery pit as 
far as I’m concerned...facing eternal damnation. 


“| don’t know if | can,” she says so softly it’s barely audible. 


“Did someone lay a hand on you? You tell me right now and 
l'II go over and put my hands on him and make sure he 
doesn’t have fingers to touch you with again.” 


“It’s not that.” 
“A grade?” 


She shakes her head from side to side and it’s only then | 
notice her top teeth biting down hard on her lower lip. 


“What’s causing you stress, worry, these problems? | can 
make it right. | wi// make it right.” 


“Only you can, but I’m not sure you want to.” 


“What? How could you ever say that?” I’m not 
melodramatic, but it damn near sounds like it. I’m not one 
for hyperbole, or grandiose claims or bold gestures, but 
dammit! This is something different. She’s different..she’s 
everything. 


“You... you said something back at the coffee shop. 
Something | didn’t even process until after we left. | was 
just too caught up in what was happening in that moment 
that my brain had to go back and process what you said.” 


“About you being my woman?” 
She nods, her eyes looking up to me submissively and the 
ache in-between my legs begs to be relieved. “Was that 


true?” 


“No. It wasn’ttrue,” | begin, watching her entire face and 
body deflate. 


“| knew this was a bad idea,” she said, as her whole body 
turns toward her door. 


“It rs true,” | say, causing her to slowly turn back toward me, 
blossoming like the flower she is. 


“| am?” 

“You always have been. We just never knew it, until...” 
The words wouldn’t come out, nor did | want them to. No 
more time for talking, only feeling...and showing her just 
how | feel about her. 

| damn near dive to the side, closing the distance between 


us just as she does the same... our lips crashing hard against 
the other’s and | know all hell’s about to break loose. 


CHAPTER 6 


Morgan 


| wasn’t sure if it was the sound of thunder or the cabinet 
door behind me splitting when my back slammed into them 
as he hoisted me up onto the countertop as if | weighed 
nothing. 


Silverware rattled, or was it the beginning of an earthquake 
that I’d wanted for so long, so badly? 


His lips come off mine and his head pulls back as he just 
stands there examining my face like it’s a work of art, as | sit 
perched on his kitchen countertop. 


“You're so fucking beautiful. So. Fucking. Beautiful.” 

For a man who just scolded a boy my age about bad 
language in front of women, he sure knows when and where 
to use it himself. 

The rawness of his words...the way he was coming unhinged 
both physically and verbally made me feel like | was the one 
in complete control, even though | knew it was absolutely a 
facade. 

| had no control over him, and certainly none over myself. 


“Should we stop...or do you want this?” he growls. 


“Are you kidding me? | don’t want this to stop....not now, 
not ever.” 


Slowly a smirk covers his face and his lips dive back in 
kissing me even harder. 


The few seconds his face wasn’t pressed to mine were the 
only ones since he’d grabbed me right out of my seat and 
slid us both out the drivers side door and into his house. 
And with any luck I was here to turn his house into so much 
more...a home for us. 


“God, you taste so good,” he moans into my mouth as his 
tongue explores deeper. 


“| want you to take me,” | moaned back...the key word being 
take. | feel like he’s holding back and that’s the last thing | 
want. | want to feel all of him, his power and strength just 
like the storm outside. | want it all...the downpour of the 
rain on my skin, the sound of thunder, and the spinning like 
I’m caught in a tornado. 


He stops a second time, pulling back to examine me again 
as he just shakes his head. 


“What’s wrong?” 


“Nothing’s wrong. Everything’s so damn right,” he says as 
he leans back into me, pulling my ass toward the edge of the 
counter allowing my pussy to feel his cock begging to be 
freed from his pants. 


“Prove it,” | demand, and he resumes kissing me hard. 
“You're mine, just like | said in the coffee shop,” he says into 


my mouth with so much conviction in his words there’s no 
doubt he believed it with every ounce of his being. 


“I need you...inside me.” 

He growls and then pulls me the rest of the way off the 
counter, carrying me I don’t know where...anywhere. All | 
know is I want out of these wet clothes and him in me. 

“Are you ready?” 

“Uh huh.” 

“I'd ask you if you’ve done this before, but | know you 
haven't,” he says, our bodies on the move out of the 
kitchen. 

“How do you know?” 

“Because you were meant for me and there’s no way in hell 
you'd let anyone into that beautiful body of yours,” he says 
as he supports my entire weight with one hand and sweeps 
a stack of books off his dining room table. 


“Not on the table,” | say, just as my back finds the hard 
wood. 


“| can’t wait much more,” he threatens. 

“Down there,” | motion toward the side of the table. 

He scoops me up and quickly I’m on my back on the floor. 
“Not here. On top of the books.” 

“Huh?” he says. 


“Books mean everything to me, as do you. It sounds weird 
and maybe kinky and for sure messed up, but that’s who | 


” 


am. 
“You know what it sounds like to me?” 

| shake my head, ready for this perfect moment to go south. 
“Absolutely unique, and perfect, just like you.” 

He lifts me and places me on top of the scattered books, but 
| don’t feel their spines digging into my body at all. All I feel 
is between my legs, and inside my head... and they’re both 


screaming... perfect. 


My back arches over the stack of books and he uses the 
opportunity to palm my breasts. 


“See, reading has its benefits,” | joke. 


“And my imagination has been running wild with things I’ve 
been wanting to do to you.” 


“Then do them,” | say, feeling a sense of confidence 
overtake me. 


His big hand finds my zipper and he yanks it down before 
unfolding my pants like he’s pulling back the curtain to take 
a look at what’s inside. 


“Don’t just take a look,” | say, contracting my stomach 
muscles so | can lean up a bit and watch him. “Take all of 
me.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Myles 


She was shy and innocent no more. | Knew she was a 
voracious reader with a wild imagination, but | didn’t know 
she could have such a demanding mouth on her when the 
time called for it. 


But it was time to put my mouth all over her and show her 
that the real thing was better than the fantasy, at least when 
it came to showing her just how much she was mine. 


I'd never been this hard in my entire life, and | had no idea 
how | was going to fit inside her, let alone last more than a 
second, but | didn’t care. 


All | could think about was being inside her, filling her with 
my seed, and putting a baby in that perfect belly of hers. 


| stared down her little cotton panties with the heart shapes 
on them as my hand gently made its way to the top of her 
stomach naturally. 


“You know what I’m going to put in here?” 


“You're looking at my dripping wet pussy, but your hand is 
on my stomach, so which one am | supposed to guess?” 


“No need to guess because I’m going to tell you the answers 
with complete certainty.” | suck in a deep breath of air. “I’m 
gonna put my lips here,” | begin, nodding at what’s so close, 
yet so far away thanks to a little layer of cotton that | will 


soon punish for keeping me from what’s mine, “and a baby 
here,” as my hand grips her stomach more firmly. 


“Oh Myles.” 

She presses her stomach into my grip as my other hand 
reaches to pull her panties down, tearing them in my rush, | 
lift my hand off her stomach and yank her panties and pants 
down to her knees in one jerk. 

But | wasn’t about to stop there. 

| jerk off her pants, followed by those now torn panties, 
tossing them to the side of the room as | struggle to free 
myself of my own clothes thanks to the barrier my rock hard 
erection was putting up. 


“You know what I’m going to do to this pretty, pink, pussy of 
yours?” 


“Tell me.” 

“Tell you what? I want to hear you say it.” 

“My... pussy.” 

“Describe your pussy.” 

“My...l can’t say it about myself.” 

“Say it,” Idemand, as I manage to wrestle my pants down to 
my thighs and quickly work myself free of them and my 


boxer briefs, which are wet from all the precome. 


“My... pretty, pink pussy.” 


“Whose pretty pink pussy?” 

“Mine, | mean yours.” 

“Ours,” | say just as my last foot breaks free and | slide back 
into position, her scent filling my nostrils as | breathe it in 
deep. 

“Are you ready now?” 

“Ready for what?” 

“For me to tongue your cunt until you cry out my name.” 
“Oh my—“ 

But before she can finish | dive right in, licking straight up 
her folds and finding her clit, giving it a flick with the tip of 


my tongue, sending her hips bucking up right into my face. 


My dick thumps into a book that had slid underneath me as 
her nub throbs in my mouth. 


“Oh Myles!” she cries out. 

“Myles what?” | mumble into her hole. 

“l'm yours.” 

Mine. Damn right she is. 

Her lips slide up and down as she treats my tongue like a 


paintbrush, but the canvas, her pussy, is doing all the work. 
Rightfully so, because she’s a masterpiece. 


| try and jam my tongue inside her, only to be reminded just 
how tight, and perfect, she is. 


Knowing I’m the first, and only man, to taste her, has me on 
edge already. 


“Come for me, Morgan, so | can see what | do to you.” 


| grab her waist hard with both hands as I jerk my head from 
side to side lapping at her pussy. 


My entire face was covered in her juices, but what | really 
wanted was to taste that musky scent of hers...to take her 
climax in my mouth and swallow it down, to accept every 
part of her, just like | was going to ask of her in mere 
minutes, if not seconds. 


“I’m so close.” 


“Don’t hold back. Let yourself fall. I’m here to catch you. 
Always.” 


As if my words were the permission she needed, her hands 
latch onto the top of my head as her hips buck just before 

her body stills and then jerks as she unloads right onto my 
tongue. | don’t even need to swallow, her gift is accepted 

inside me naturally. 


Her grip on my skull tightens and it only makes me slide my 
tongue in deeper, sending her right into round two...if round 
one even actually ended. 


Her body suddenly stills and all the life comes out of her as 
she just melts into that stack of books underneath us. 


| lean my head up and look at her closed eyes, and the smile 
on her face. 


“Oh my, God!” she laughs as her eyes open and she takes in 
the sight of me. 


| help sit her up and she rubs her hand through my hair 
trying to fix it as she dabs at my face with my shirt. 


We hadn’t even taken the time to get our tops off. 


“Leave it there,” I say. “I want it as a reminder of how you 
marked me... marked the most intimate part of me...my 
face.” 


“When are you going to mark me?” 


| cup the back of her head and kiss her with everything I’ve 
got, standing as | do and lifting her up. 

“Every day until you can’t walk, and for the rest of our lives,” 
| promise as | carry her to the shower. 


CHAPTER 8 


Morgan 


Myles left hand flips on the warm water while his right 
supports my entire weight, my legs wrapped around his 
waist. 


I’m quickly out of my top, and bra, and lifting his shirt up 
and over his head leaving us with complete skin-to-skin 
contact from here on out. 


His eyes rake over my chest, stopping on my taut nipples, 
which are more pebbled than they’ve ever been. My pussy 
aches, throbs, and | grind my pelvis against his abdominals 
trying to do anything to get the release | want. 


His eyes linger on my opening, as if him taking me in his 
mouth seconds ago wasn’t even close to enough for him. 
His look... feral. His breathing... heavy. The air in the room... 
tense. 


He’s staring me down like a cheetah on the plains of Africa, 
just waiting to strike...and | want nothing more than to be 
his prey. 


“Morgan,” rolls off his lips like warm honey off a spindle 
being dropped into flaming coals. 


My back straightens and | press my chest into him, my 
mouth finding the side of his neck. 


His pressure point is throbbing, and | kiss it, but it won't 
submit. It only pounds more. 


| can feel his rod pressing up and into me from below and his 
massive member has me wondering how he’s ever going to 
fit all that inside me. 


| can’t wait to try. 
My cunt clenches, but comes up with nothing but air. 
“Show me where you want me to put my cock,” he demands. 


| reach down for one of his hands, taking his big mitt in mine 
and bringing it up to my mouth. 


“We'll have time for that later, but first... show me 
somewhere else.” 


| release his hand and reach underneath me, grabbing his 
rod and trying to line it up with my hole... but he’s too long, 
too thick, and my underside is providing too much 
resistance. His dick isn’t bending at all, standing at a forty- 
five degree angle like a flagpole. | know if | wasn’t wrapped 
around his waist the angle would be ninety degrees... and his 
dick would easily be above his belly button. 


“Fuck, that feels so damn perfect,” he says, as | run my hand 
up and down his shaft, my fingers not able to completely 
wrap around his girth. “You know | could come right now?” 


“Why don’t you? | want to see it.” 


“Because there’s no way in hell my first climax isn’t going so 
deep inside you that it makes a child with you.” 


| gasp, subconsciously gripping his rod tighter which only 
has his eyes closing, his head leaning back, and him taking 
in a big breath of air as the water pounds against the back of 
my head and his chest. 


| felt like | could explode, and the thought of him exploding 
inside me... mating with me...there aren’t even words. 


Primed and ready is the only thing that came to mind. His. 


His head snaps forward and he kisses me hard, grunting into 
my mouth, “You know how long I’ve waited for this? Three of 
the longest months of my life.” 


“Not as long as | have,” | shot back. “I’ve wanted this for 
even longer, and you know it.” 


“Then why wait any longer? It’s time for me to be inside 
you...for the two of us to become one. For us to get lost in 
the idea of not being able to tell where one of us ends and 
the other begins.” 


His words went right to my head, making me feel dizzy. 


“| need to be inside you before | finish right fucking now. 
That’s how beautiful you are, darling. I’m so damn close 
already. I...,” he grunts. “I want to take you somewhere 
nice...to lay you out on rose covered sheets and show you 
just how much of a princess you are...but I can’t. There’s no 
fucking way | can turn back now. |, we, have to finish what 
we started. You deserve slow and easy, lovemaking all night 
long...and that’s damn sure gonna happen. But first? First, | 
need to claim you so the whole world knows that you’re 
mine. So you know that you’re mine. And so I can get this 
stress of not having you off my chest...and get my seed into 
your womb.” 


“Oh my God, Myles.” 


| stroke him faster, pumping his dick in rhythm knowing that 
I'm on the verge of coming just as he is. 


“Tssst!” | inadvertently mouth as | suck in a big breath of air, 
my body not able to get enough oxygen from both the heat 
of the shower, and more importantly the heat of his words... 
the entire moment. 


“Are you ready for me? All of me?” 


“I’ve been ready my entire life. Please don’t make me wait 
any longer.” 


CHAPTER 9 


Myles 


My entire body felt energized, like | was never so strong in 
my entire life...and I’m a strong guy. 


But holding her like this... knowing the moment I wanted so 
damn bad was so damn close. Knowing that this would bond 
us forever...nothing can make a man feel the way that 
knowledge does. 


At least not this man. And dammit if she didn’t make me 
feel like a man more than anything in the world. Whole. 
Complete. One. That’s how she made me feel. And by one, 
| mean us. 


| was ready to feel my cock sliding inside her, claiming her 
for the first time. 


| was ready to feel that tight little pussy of hers try to take 
all of me, and to fail, only to back out and try and try again 
until she could. 


| was ready to feel her body shake and snap and convulse as 
she climaxed on my rod. 


| was ready to hear her call out my name. 


Ready to watch her body still after | was done, only to do it 
to her again and again and again until the sunrise... and 
then drive her to school and drop her off right in front so the 
whole world knows who she belongs too. 


| slide one hand down between her legs and spread her lips, 
letting one finger slide in ever so slightly. 


Tight and wet...and mine. 

| reach for my dick, taking the angry fucker in one hand as | 
pull my hips back and bend at the knees, allowing me to 
maneuver my rod down and back and line it up with her 
opening causing her to gasp. 

“No going back, Morgan. This is it.” 

“This isn’t it. This is...everything.” 


“ You're everything.” 


And with one move I thrust my hips forward and claimed her 
right then and there. 


She squeaked and her back went ramrod straight. 


“I’m sorry. | didn’t mean to hurt you,” I say, as | try and 
slowly move my dick back out of her channel. 


“No!” she says, her hands reaching for my ass as she pulls 
my hips back into hers. 


“It hurts just a little, but it hurts...so good.” 
“So you’re ready for more?” 
Slowly she nods. 


“Good, because this big dick is all yours.” 


| kept my eyes locked on her as | kissed the side of her neck 
and slowly worked my cock back out and then slid it back in, 
taking my time to make sure every single nerve ending 
inside her felt what now belonged to her. 


| was trying to do everything | could not to finish, but that 
silky-smooth pussy of hers fit like a glove, and was doing it’s 
damnedest to suck the juices right out of me...to drain me 
dry. 


| continued kissing her, working my way down and across 
her collar bone... feeling her hands grip my shoulders as she 
begins bouncing up and down on me, sending my dick even 
deeper inside her. 


Good...| want my seed so far up in there she has twins. 


“Myles!” she cries out, fulfilling my wish to hear my name 
when she comes, because | know what’s coming next... 


Her body tenses, and her pussy locks on me with a vice grip 
as her whole body began to shake and whimpers roll off her 
lips. 


“Oh my...uh... eh...” 


She begins to shake and | pull her in even closer, holding 
her tight, letting her know we're in this together. This, not 
just being her first time, but this being life...everything. Us. 
The family that we’re making. 


Because the moment | held her so damn close you couldn’t 
put a single molecule between either of us, her pussy 
throbbing, my balls pulled up that last little bit and | 
absolutely exploded like a volcano, releasing a lifetime of 
seed that I’d been holding for her and her alone. 


Her mouth opens, but nothing comes out. Not words. Not 
sounds. 


Finally, she starts panting and I do exactly the same, lost in 
this moment... lost inside her. 


Just when I think I’m finished another round of my DNA 
comes flying out, mixing with hers, and creating the perfect 
child. Our child...or should | say our children. 

I’ve heard some of the moms at the school say they knew 
they were having a boy ora girl or twins when they first got 
pregnant. 

Well, | may not be the one carrying, and this is happening in 
real time, but | kKnow...I’m one hundred percent sure that 
there’s gonna be at least two babies growing inside her 
damn soon. 

Slowly | wiggle my hips, letting her exposed, throbbing clit 
slide up and down the area just above where my dick 
connects to my lower abdomen. 

“I’m so sensitive right now.” 

“Are you hungry too?” 

“For more of you. Yes.” 

| can’t help but smirk. “That too, but I was thinking food.” 


She playfully smacks my arm before pulling my face in fora 
long, hard kiss. 


“I'm starving in every way...when it comes to you.” 


“Good, because we’re gonna need fuel for the night we have 
in store.” 


“Oh. What do you have planned for me?” 


“Everything. Always and forever.” 


CHAPTER 10 


Myles 


“Oh, Coach Mason! Coach Mason!” Principal Peterson yells 
as she comes running out of the school like her hair’s on 
fire. “I’m so glad you're here,” she continues, as | reach my 
hand across and place it on Morgan’s thigh. | know this is 
about to get really uncomfortable for her and | want to let 
her know I’m here for her, in every way. “We're having a 
charity auction and | wanted to know if you’d like to be 
auctioned off to supp—...oh,” she says, taking sight of 
Morgan in the passenger seat. 


“I've already been claimed, Principal Peterson.” 


“|... can see that,” she says, the top off the Jeep allowing 
her to look inside and see where my hand rests. “But... l 
mean...there are...” 


“She’s eighteen and we're in love. There’s nothing you, or 
anyone else can do, but congratulate us...or get the hell 
outta our way.” 


Principal Peterson freezes up and | just stare her down. I’m 
not one for intimidating women, but I’m also not going to 
allow her to think she has some sort of juicy gossip or 
something she can hold above Morgan’s head in some weird 
way. I’m letting her know, in no uncertain terms, how things 
are. And if she, or anyone, gets in our way I’m going to deal 
with it swiftly and surely... even if | have to pull Morgan out 
of school and homeschool her...in more ways than one. 


No way am | allowing her to finish out her studies feeling 
uncomfortable all day long. That goes for the students too. 


“Congratulations,” Principal Peterson says. “You two look... 
very nice together.” 


“| know,” | say, as the principal turns, her shoulders now 
slouched, as she meanders back toward the front doors of 
the school. 


“I think she had plans for you of her own,” Morgan says. 


“Well, they just got cancelled. For good,” | retort, 
emphatically. 


| kiss Morgan hard, so the whole world can see, and as | pull 
back | see a pack of boys pointing, but when | make eye 
contact with them their arms immediately drop, their heads 
turn, and the hurry into the building. 


“Run along, boys. Morgan’s got a man.” 


My woman leans into me hugging me tight. “That’s right!” 
she says, and plants one right on my cheek. Those lips are 
still so soft and subtle this morning, despite the fact that 
they were both dehydrated and running on fumes. No way 
did we drink enough water last night for the “workout” we 
had...and oh did we “work out” a whole bunch of positions. 


But the one that meant the most to both of us was the 
extended lovemaking session with the candles lit and the 
soft music playing in the living room. | never thought I’d be 
that kinda guy, but then again | never thought I’d know, let 
alone meet, and be with...have...a woman like her. 


Because there could only be one of her in the whole damn 
universe...and she’s mine. 


And if there was any doubt in her mind, which I know there’s 
not, this is the time to remove it. 


| step out of the Jeep and walk around to her side, opening 
her door for her. 


She reaches her hand out for me to help her, but | don’t take 
it to help her out. No, no, no. 


| drop to a knee and with my other hand | flip open a black 
velvet box. 


“Myles!” 


“| don’t want to wait another second, beautiful. This ring is 
for you, and the world, to know who you belong to. Me and 
only me. Forever. You’ve already made me the happiest 
man to ever walk the face of the earth. Now marry me and 
show the whole world how you’re taken by me and only me.” 


“Yes!” she says and I slide the ring on to the sound of gasps, 
and then applause, from the kids behind us. 


But I don’t care about what’s behind us. I only care about 
the future, and the future is her. 


| scoop her up in my arms and plant a big kiss right on her 
lips in front of everyone. 


Without wasting a second | carry her to the front doors of the 
school. 


“Don’t you do this when you walk through the threshold of 
your home after you get married?” 


“When a man loves a woman as much as | love you, he does 
this always. Baby, you’re my angel, and you deserve to float 
on a cloud always. My cloud.” 


| carry her into the school and there stands Principal 
Peterson, this time with a smile on her face. 


“Morgan is taking a sick day today, Principal.” 
She just nods, and dabs her eye with a Kleenex as she looks 
at the token of my affection firmly seated on Morgan’s ring 


finger. 


“Congratulations,” she says for the second time, but this 
time there’s more substance behind it. Good. 


A few teachers clap, but | don’t stick around to soak in the 
applause. 


“We're outta here,” I say to my now fiancée. 

“I'm sick, huh?” she winks. 

“Let’s just say you’re going to be lying down a lot today.” 
“Face down or up?” 

“Answer D. All of the above.” 

“But there were only two choices...A or B.” 


“There’s the third you don’t know about yet.” 


“Oh, I don’t do |?” 

“Only one way to find out.” 

| head out and carefully set her back in the passenger side 
of the Jeep and hurriedly make my way over to my side of 


my ride. 


She’s gonna find out soon enough what | meant, but what’s 
more important is what’s already been discovered. 


The world just found out she’s mine. 

And | just found out what it really means to love a woman. 
But not just a woman...my woman. 

Her, and only her. 


Forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Morgan 
One year later 


“I’m on diaper duty today, baby. Just kick your feet up and 
enjoy. l'II be right back.” 


“Are you sure?” 


But before he can even think about responding he’s already 
out of the living room and into the nursery. 


Seconds later | hear the cries of Madison and Marion, our 
twins, stop, and | can’t help but smile. 


Myles may be a big strong guy, but he sure has a tender 
side... at least when it comes to “his three girls’, as he 
always Says. 


| reach across to the table and help myself to another 
chocolate covered strawberry, one of the many amazing 
things Myles planned out today for my “reward” for acing my 
exam. 


With the pregnancy it wasn’t possible to really get started 
with college...at least not on campus. But of course the 
ever-resourceful Myles found a few really solid schools that 
offered online learning. He was insistent that | get my 
degree, and get it on time. It’s one of the things | love about 
him. He puts me first, and does everything he can to make 
sure I’m growing in all aspects of my life. 


And did | ever grow when | was pregnant with M&M, as we 
called them. Myles barely let me lift a finger, which was 
nice. And to this day he’s still the one who does most of the 
things around the house so I can focus on my studies. 


We're really lucky that he works from his computer now so 
he can be at home with me and the girls full time. Then 
again, the idea of being away from him, even for eight or ten 
hours a day while he’s working, isn’t something | even want 
to think about, let alone consider. 


The man makes this house run, and without him | wouldn’t 
be on course to graduate college in four years... right along 
with my high school graduating class. 


And high school graduation was a lot easier than | expected. 


Once Myles laid down the law, so to speak, that day we 
rolled up to the school, there were never any problems. | 
don’t know if Principal Peterson relayed the message to the 
staff, those boys said something, or the jock jerk who Myles 
took care of in the coffee shop served as a visual example, 
but everyone knew not to mess with Myles. And by 
extension, that meant | was under his shield of protection. 


It’s like | have my own real life superhero...and that’s exactly 
what he is. Even though he tells me I’m the real life Wonder 
Woman. 


“All sorted. Now... where were we?” he asks as he slides back 
into position, sitting on a footstool as he take my foot in his 
lap and begins massaging the ball of my foot, and then the 
inside of my arch... and finally gently stroking my Achilles. 


“We were in absolute bliss. That’s where we were,” I smile, 
as my head rolls back and | melt into the La-Z-Boy. 


“We sure were,” he adds. 

| open one eye and shoot him a sideways look. 

“How could this be absolute bliss for you? I’ve got mom bod, 
swollen feet that probably stink from running around the 
house all day, and you seem intently focused on really 


giving me a good massage.” 


“The answer is in your question,” he says, and just continues 
along doing what he was doing. 


“Huh?” 


“I'm intently focused on you. Have been since you turned 
eighteen. Remember?” 


“Oh, | remember all right.” 

“That’s how | get my happiness. From my three girls.” 
“You always say that.” 

“Because it’s always gonna be true.” 


He continues working on my feet as if what he’s saying is 
the most natural thing in the world. 


“You know what else is always gonna be true?” he asks as he 
stands up and carefully places my foot on the footstool like 
I'm made of glass. 


“What’s that?” 


“My love for you,” he says as his lips gently find mine... 
before turning not so gentle. 


“| recognize that kiss.” 
“That’s the one that led to the twins,” he says. 
“It sure is.” 


“And they’re down again and should be completely out for a 
good hour or two.” 


“An hour or two!” 

“Shhh! You’re gonna wake them.” 

“You want to ravish me for an hour or two?” | whisper. 
“No.” 

“| didn’t think so.” 

“Because | want to ravish you for the rest of our lives.” 
“Awwww,” | say and pull his face into mine. 


He scoops me up out of the chair and tiptoes into our 
bedroom. 


“Aren’t | heavy.” 


“Light as a feather. And as a matter of fact | want you to be 
a lot heavier.” 


“Well if you don’t stop feeding me chocolates | will be.” 


“Not only in that way,” he says, looking at my stomach. 
“And it’s time to do something about that.” 


“About what?” | kid. 


“About the lack of a child in your stomach. | don’t like it. 
Not one bit.” 


“Well then, get to it, sailor ” | playfully tease. 


But Myles doesn’t take it as a joke, ripping my clothes off me 
and diving in like a man who’s been locked up in prison his 
whole life and just saw his first women in twenty years or 
more. 


“Are you still gonna find me beautiful when my belly’s big 
and stretched and we’re old.” 


“Even more so,” he says immediately, not letting his words 
break the trail of kisses he’s leaving right down the middle 
of my chest that will take him right between my legs. 


“| don’t believe it. How is that possible?” 


He freezes, and stares me down with that feral look he 
usually reserves for the bedroom, but when he’s about to 
take me...not for a moment like this. 


“Because knowing you're carrying our babies... knowing our 
children live inside you... Knowing that you and only you 
give them life and without you we couldn’t even have 
children... it’s just...” 


He’s not choked up, but he is absolutely sincere... and it 
melts my heart. 


He leans in and kisses me right on the lips. 


“It takes two to tango,” | say. “And that goes for making a 
family.” 


“We were already a family at two,” he says. “Just me and 
you.” 


“What are we now?” 
“Now... we’re perfect. We're home.” 


| couldn’t agree more. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Myles 
Twelve years later 


“No more babies, Myles,” my wife says as | chase her around 
the house. 


“Just one more!” 
“You say that every time...and last time we got two! Again!” 


It’s true. | do say that every time, which is why we're at 
seven children now. 


There’s Madison and Marion, our first set of twins, and also 
Micah and Maxwell, our most recent bundles of joy. In- 
between are Maya, Matthew, and Madelyn. 


Lucky seven... but can eight really be enough? 
Not for me, at least not when it comes to her. 


“I’m gonna get ya,” | say as I round the corner of the living 
room in our new house. We had to upgrade as our family 
continued to grow. Now we live just outside the city with 
plenty of room for the kids to play outside and our dogs to 
run around and roll in the grass, sniff things, and lounge 
until their hearts are content. 


But l'Il never be content... when it comes to her. 


“Oh no!” she playfully says as I close the distance before 
wrapping her up around the waist and lifting her off the 
ground. 


“Got yal” 

“You always had me.” 

“Are we gonna have another baby?” Maya asks. 

“It looks that way, doesn’t it,” | say. 

“Myles!” Morgan scolds me. “We'll have to see if a stork 
swoops in in a year or so,” Morgan says to Maya before 
giving me a playfully dirty look. Sometimes | forget what 
you can and can’t say to the kids, although there’s one thing 
| always tell them. 

| love you. 

Actually make that two, because | read them a bedtime story 
each and every night. It’s one of the highlights of my day in 
a day filled with highlights. This is how life is supposed to 
be, and it all starts with her... my woman. 


“Mom, Charlie ate my shoe again.” 


“We'll get you another one, Maya,” | say. “Or maybe you can 
find it out in the yard somewhere.” 


“He ate it, dad,” she says, putting her hands on her hips. 
“He didn’t bury it... like last time.” 


“Right,” | say, realizing | was just trying to clear the house 
out so me and my wife could get down to business, business 
being our eighth child. 


“Guess this will have to wait,” Morgan says. 
“Hold that thought. Just give me fifteen minutes.” 
“I'll go... prepare,” she says. 


| Know what that means and so does my member. She’s 
going to go slide into that Agent Provocateur ensemble | 
bought her for her birthday. Damn! 


| gather all the kids up quickly and take them outside for a 
game of kickball. 


Micah and Maxwell are still inside, but they’re really good 
about taking a nap this time each and every day so it’s just 
the other five kids | have to keep occupied for awhile so | 
can remind my wife just how hungry | am for her... always. 


A few minutes of kickball and I’m torn. Damn, | love playing 
with the kids and they’re getting old enough where they’re 
getting really good at sports. 


But my wife...nothing tops her. Especially the pictures of 
her in that red, lacy outfit flashing through my mind. 


“Ok, kids...uh, dad’s knees are a little sore. You just 
continue. l'Il go put on some Biofreeze and be right back.” 


They don’t even notice me slide away. Perfect, because it’s 
time to slide in...to what’s mine, and my wife to slide right 
into my arms when | hold her close as her body responds to 
my big need for her and only her. 


As | walk back up to the house | just shake my head. | can’t 
believe how my life has turned out so perfectly. 


After tragedy all those years ago we really made things 
work. | know Morgan’s parents sent me an angel, when they 
sent me her. Surely they were worried at first, but now that 
they see us and the life that we have together | know they’re 
resting peacefully, with the biggest smiles spread across 
their faces. 


And their grandkids are going to be well taken care of too. 


My old house fetched a pretty penny, the real estate market 
still hot. And while we were at it we finally sold the house 
Morgan grew up in. It had sat empty for so many years, and 
we felt selling it, and investing it in the kids’ education was 
the right thing to do. 


Now we’re flush with cash, kids, and opportunities to use 
that cash to ensure our next generation is just as happy, 
healthy, and educated as the last. 


Morgan’s diploma above the fireplace is a constant reminder 
of how much we value education at the Mason household. 


Mason...how appropriate. Just like a bricklayer who builds 
something slowly, but surely, and therefore it can weather 
anything...just like our family. 


But we grew quickly, because | just had to make her mine 
and put babies in that beautiful belly of hers. 


And as | enter the sliding door on the back porch, and round 
the corner to the bedroom | know that belly of hers is going 
to be on display in the bedroom. 


Call it a fetish. Call it what you like, but | love her stomach... 
because that’s where life starts in this household. 


And that includes mine, because she’s the one who made 
me complete. 


My love. My life. My wife. 
The mother to our children. 


My everything, always and forever. 
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